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. "TheTragfdie 

He win our auncient right in France againe, 

Or dyeafouldierasl 1/u’d a king. 

$2^, Glo. Short fommers lightly haue a forward fpring. 

Enter j eng Torke, Haftinjrs, Cardin all. 

Buc. Nowin good time, here comes the DukcofYorke. 
Print Rich , of Yorke ,how farts our noble brother ? fct 
Tor. Well my dcare Lor d: To muft I call you now. 

Prin. I brother to our griefeas it is yours: 

Too late he dide that might haue kept that title, 

Which by his death hath loft much maieftic. 

Glo. How fares our coufen noble L.of Yorke? 

Tor. I rhankc you gentle vncle. O my Lord, 

You faid that Idle weeds arefaft in growth : 

The Prince my brother hath out growne me farre, 

Glo. He hath my Lord. 

Tor. And therefore is he idle ? 

Glo. Oh my faire coufen,! mud not lay fo. 

Tor. Then he is more beholdmgto you then L 
Glo. He may command me as mytbticraignc, 

Butyou haue power in me as ina kinfman. 

Tor I pray you vncle giuc me this dagger. 

Glo. My dagger littlecoufcn, with all my heart, 

Prin. A begger brother? 

Tor. Of my kind vncle that I know will giue, 

And being buta toy, which isnogr iefe togiue. 

Glo. A greater gift then that,Ilegiue my cofen. 

Tor. AgreatcrgiftJOchatsthcfwordtooit. 

Glo. I gentIecofen,wcrcitIightenough. 

Tor. O than I fee you will part but with Light gifts. 

In weightier things youle fay a begger nay. 

Glo. It is too weightier for your grace to wearc. 

Tor. I weigh it lightly were it hcauier. 

Glo. What would you haue my weapon litle Lord ? 
Tor. I would that I might thankc you as you call me, 
Glo. How ? Tor. Litle. 

Prin. My Lo: of Yorke will ftill be crofte in talke : 
Vnclcyour grace knowes howto bcarc with him. 

Tor . You meanc to bearc me, not to bearc with me : 
Vncle, my brother tnockes both you and me, 
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oFRichard the third. 

Becaufe that I am litle like an Ape. 

He thinkes that you (liould beare me on your ftioulders. 

Bhc. With whatafliarpeprouided wit hcrcafons, 
Tomittigatethefcorne hegiue his vncle, g/'orj 
He pretely and aptly taunts himfclfe: (' 

So cunning and fo youg is wonderful!. 

Glo.My Lo: wilt plcafe you pafle along? 

My felfe and my good confcn Buckingham, 

Will to your mother, to entreat of her 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you 

Tor. What will you goc vnto the tower my Lord? .go 

Prin. My Lord Protestor wilj haue it fo. ui'fe 

Tor. I (hall not ffcepc in quiet at the Tower. 

Glo. Why , what fliouldyou feart? 

Tor. Mary my vncle Clarence angry ghoft: 

My Granam toldc me he was murdred there, 

Prin. 1 feare no vnclesdead, 

Glo. Nor none that liue, I hope. 

•PrMcAnd ifthey Jiuc,ThopcI need not feare. 

But come my L. with a heauie heart 
Thinking on tEcm,goe I vnto the Tower. 

Exeunt Pnn.Tor. Haft. Dorfmanet.Bich.Buc. ' --'d 

Buc. Thinkc you my Lo: this litle prating Yorke, 

Was not inccnfcd by his fubtile mother, 

To taunt and feorne you thus opprobrioufly ? 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt, Oh tis a pe rilous boy, /i^Al±± 

Bold, quicke, ingenious, forward, capable, 

He is all the mothers, from the top to toe. 

Buc. Well let them reft : Come hither Catcsby, 

Thou art fworne as deeply to effetft what wc intend. 

As clolely to conceale what we impart . 

Thou knoweft our rcafons vrgdc vpon the way : 

What thinkeft thou, is it not an eafie matter 
To make William L. Haftings of cur minde, 

For the inftalmcnt of this noble Luke, 

In the feate royall of this famous lief 

C<*tef. He for his fathers fake fo loues the Prince, 

That he will not be wonneto ought againll him. 

Bw. What thinkeft thou then of Stanley, what will he? 

F a Cut. 



